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If they will do it for pity.

Arthur Erskine.            Think them here

And your will done already.                               \Exif.

Queen*                                 Yea, my will !

What knowest thou may my will be? by thin light,
J feel a heat and hurry of the heart
That burns like joy; my blood is light and quirk,
And my breath conies triumphantly as his
That has long laboured for a mountainous goal
And sets fast foot on the utmost cliff of all
If ere the race be run my spirit be glad,
What when it puts the palm of peril on
And breathes clear air and conquers?   Nay, I think
The doubt itself and danger are as food
To strengthen and bright wine to quicken me
And lift my heart up higher than my need,
Though that be high upon me.

Re-enter ERSKINK with TRAQUAIR

Now, my friends,

Ye come unlike to courtiers, come to serve
Me most unlike a queen : shall I think yet
I have some poor part in your memories safe,
And you some care of what I was, and thought
How I fare now?   Shall I take up my hope,
That was cast down into the pic of death,
To keep the name God gave me, and the seal
That signs me royal, by your loves and faiths
Recrowned and reinstated?   Say but no,
Or say but nought, this hope of mine and heart